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The Wild Child and the Cat 


Author's Notes: 

Alright... | know this might be an odd band pairing but that's what made it interesting to me. l'm a Deathstars 
fan and | have been developping a major fondness for Alexi/Janne from reading on this site (and spending hours 
watching interviews and live performances on YouTube to get a bit more into their personnalities). | hope no 
purists of either music genre or bands will get offended by this very silly fic. | wrote this for pure fun and | 
hope people will give it a go and enjoy the stupid infatuation and drunkenness that | tried to convey. 


This is more slashy fluff than smut, so you've been warned.. 


Finally, I've been working with many Swedish and Finnish people in my previous job and | know they tease each 
other a lot (you know, neighboring country rivalry), so the little remarks on Finns and Swedes are really 


intended to be jokes and nothing mean. 


Whip approached the tall guy who had his eyes locked onto his bandmate and the singer of Children of Bodom 
who were sitting together at a table near the bar. Nightmare had told Whip this tall brown hair guy was the 
band's keyboardist, Janne. He had never toured or met the band but they were a big name and they were 


headlining the festival. Whip couldn't believe that he had to go and talk with this guy, a Finn for Christ's sake, 
because his guitarist had ended up spending the whole evening with this Alexi Laiho guy, who he didn't know 
either but had quite a reputation From the way Janne was looking at the show that Cat and Alexi were putting 
on, the keyboardist was either Alexi's boyfriend or a very protective band member who didn't like to see his 
singer make a fool of himself. In either case, Whip thought now would be a good time to step in and contain 
damages. 

"That's my Cat out there," Whip said with a smirk to the tall Finnish keyboardist. 


"Your what?," Janne asked, wondering who the hell this guy was and what he was talking about. 


"His name is Cat and he's my boyfriend, the one with your singer," he said pointing out at the two guys who 


were trying to make-out but not really managing between drunken laughter and beer sipping. 
Janne rolled his eyes at the answer. 


"Fucking weird Swedes..." he mumbled to himself in Finnish wondering what kind of strange parents would call 


their kid Cat. 


"I think your boyfriend is in heat and after mine. You should put him on a leash," Janne said, obviously a little 


annoyed about what he was witnessing. 


As appealing as the image of Cat with a collar and a leash was to him, and he took good note of trying that 
later on for one of their experimentation nights, Whip only mildly appreciated the remark. 


"Possible but maybe you should tell your boyfriend to stop trying to shove his tongue down the throat of my 
boyfriend, he doesn't need that kind of incentives," Whip replied. 


Janne laughed. 

"He's just doing that because he's too drunk to see it's not a girl," he snorted. 

"Since you're together, he obviously doesn't mind guys either," Whip commented. 

The Swedish guy had a point, Janne thought. Alexi had few limits when he was drunk and having fun. Stil 
making-out and groping another guy in public and in front of Janne was pushing it, even for Alexi's standards, 
so Janne thought it was probably time to intervene. 

"Let's separate them before it gets awkward. l'm Janne, by the way." 


"Whip" 


The keyboardist frowned at the singer. 


"You guys can't have normal names?" 
"You just call me Whip if you want me to answer, ok?" 
"What band are you with?," Janne asked. 


Whip was a little hurt that the Finn hadn't recognized him, especially since they were signed by the same 
record label, but he didn't say anything. 


"Deathstars." 
"Ok. | know the band. | just had never seen you guys, | guess." 


"You missed out on a lot then, you should check out YouTube" Whip said before walking away to go rescue his 


boyfriend. 


Janne didn't know what to say to that. Truth was that he couldn't really care less about that slightly 
pretentious Swede, he just wanted to get Alexi away from this Cat-named guy who looked more like a model 
than a musician. So he just shrugged it off and followed Whip to that corner of the bar where their respective 
significant others were really starting to have a little too much fun with each other. As Whip and Janne 
arrived to their table, Cat had one hand in Alexi's hair and he was sucking on a couple of Alexi's fingers while 
the Children of Bodom frontman was licking the Deathstars guitarist's neck and his oher hand was sliding 
dangerously fast between Cat's legs. 


Janne was fuming and Whip was trying hard not to be turned on by the sight of his lover's unabashed 
exhibitionist behavior. 


"I think it's time to go, Cat," Whip said fairly low next to the guitarist’ ear. 
"Noooo... tm having fun, Whip, relax..." Cat replied with a big grin, after having let go of Alexi's fingers. 


"Yeah, same here, Lexi. We're calling it a night, you need to be on stage tomorrow, remember?" Janne said to 
his singer, taking away his beer and nudging him on the shoulder, waiting for him to stand up and follow him. 


"What the fuck, Janne?," Alexi complained, moving his face away from the Swede's neck. "Look at him.. He's 


soo000 cuuute..," the singer slurred at his keyboardist. 
"He said I'm cutel," Cat giggled back at Whip. 
| heard, let's go," the Deathstars singer said. 


‘| want a cat, like him. Janne, he's.. He's a cat! That's his name. Cat |," Alexi blurted out before starting to 


laugh hysterically. 


"Don't make me carry you, Lexi, just move your ass and let's go back to the bus," Janne said a little bit 


exasperated. 
"| like him, Whip. He plays guitar too. Can we play together? | wanna go and play with him." 


"Yeah, I'm sure he wants to play with you too but | don't think guitar is involved," Whip replied grabbing his 
guitarist by the arm and dragging him gently away from the table. 


"Oh, no... Lexi..Bye.. He's badass, | like that," Cat protested on the way out, too drunk to fight and resist Whip's 
pull though. 


"IIl give you badass whenever you want, now move your feet," Whip said. 


"You don't do badass, Whip. Your tattoos are flowers and girly stuff like that. He has real tattoos and.. He said 
he liked my piercings." 


"Shup up, will you?," Whip said as they had managed to reach the exit door. 

While Whip was walking with his guitarist back to the Deathstars tour bus that was parked not too far away 
from the bar, Janne was beginning to think that it might be faster to carry Alexi around to go back to their 
own bus which was parked in a different area than the Swedish band, thankfully. He knew that the singer hated 
that but he was not really in a position to protest and there were not many people around to see them 
anyway so he lifted him up in his arms and moved on at a faster pace, ignoring Alexi's Anglo-Finnish creative 
cursing. 

Once back in their bus, Janne put Alexi back on his feet and pushed him into his bunk, hoping that he'd calm 
down and fall asleep. Jaska and Roope were in their bunks already and Henkka was watching television at the 
back and saw Alexi's grand entrance in Jane's arms. 

"What's up with him now?," Henkka asked curious. 


"Don't even pay attention," Janne said. 


Unfortunately, even if Alexi had probably now given up on moving too much, his mouth was still way too 


active. 
"Shit, you saw him, Janne? He had a lip piercing... | like that..." Alexi said while touching his own bottom lip. 
"Go to sleep, you gonna feel so bad tomorrow," Janne warned him. 


"He had a cute ass, but no cat tail.. At least.. Not at the back.. Meow..", the singer continued his wasted 


rambling. 


"Janne, why the hell is Alexi meowing?,” Jaska enquired, peeking out of his bunk to see what was going on with 
their singer. 


"He's drunk What do | know?," Janne answered, not willing to comment further on the situation that led his 


boyfriend to drunkenly fantasize about a Swedish guitarist called Cat. 

"He's drunk every night. But he's never meowed before," Jaska replied. 

"Is it a new kink of yours? Roleplaying like he's a cat?," Henkka asked chuckling, knowing that Janne didn't like 
when they were making fun of whatever was happening between the two of them privately. "Then what animal 
are you?" 

"Shut the fuck up, Henkka." 

"Yeah! Good idea, Henkka! | wanna be your kissal," Alexi yelled at Janne. 


Alexi looked at him with his smiling drunken eyes and meowed, again 


"| swear, Lexi.. You're fucking tiring sometimes," Janne groaned at his boyfriend before climbing in his own bunk 
above Alexi's. 


There was no way he'd sleep in the same bunk when Alexi was in that state. 


